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have done me as one of the most honourable and note-
worthy traditions of their line.'

One passes from this musty chamber, from the
damp and perhaps forgotten poems which it contains,
out again upon the turret staircases and up a short
flight of steps to the roof-bastion. There is a sweep
of sky around the battlements and the rush of the
winds from Scotland. Below, tumble the green fields
and white cottages of Ulster and at one's feet the
woods and lakes of the Clandeboye demesne. To
the north, across Belfast Lough, rise the hills of
Antrim; to the south, shine the wide waters of
Strangford and the line of the Mourne Mountains.
While to the east, across the North Channel, opens
the whole panorama of Scotland, from the Mull of
Kintyre to the hills of Carrick and Ayr. And then
one closes the door upon that rush of wind and sky
and sea, and is alone again upon the damp staircase,
conscious of the brooding secrecy of those two
silent rooms.

The Tower had been completed and the poems
embossed six years before the death of the woman
whom they celebrated. In 1866 she developed cancer
of the breast and an operation was performed. For
a few months it seemed as if all danger was over and
she joined him at Clandeboye * filled with the delight
of living'. She then returned to her pleasant sunlit
house at Highgate. She strove desperately to hide the
return of her sufferings from those she loved. She
died in June of 1867.